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So, the whole "I feel like a big brother to Maya" thing kinda fell 
apart about when she started bouncing up and down on my cock.

Look, it had been a rough day.  We had been put through the wringer.  
But my client, the little shit, was now safely in the detention center 
awaiting being taken to prison, and Maya was free at last.  Not to 
mention that after three days of starvation, she'd now eaten enough to 
feed a small army.  Most people, after a binge like that, would have 
gotten sleepy.  It just seemed to make her even more energetic.  

And my 'energetic' I mean 'flirty'.  She didn't let go of my arm the 
entire night, and every second word out of her mouth was a double 
entendre.  If she's trying to get Pearls to think we're not a couple, 
she's doing a horrible job.

So when Pearls said she got us the Honeymoon Suite... well hell, I'd 
already had my bank account blown to bits.  Why not go out with a bang?  
So to speak.

So we got up there, and immediately told Pearls that the hotel staff 
had mentioned that the bedroom was haunted.  Loud, agonized moans and 
screams might come out from under the door.  Maya and I were adults, 
trained professionals.  We would sacrifice our evening so that Pearls 
would be safe.  The ghosts would try all sorts of tricks - might even 
try to imitate our voices - but she could be sure we were OK.

This was possibly the stupidest bullshit story in the history of 
bullshit stories.  So naturally Pearl listened, all wide eyed, and 
accepted it without question.  She went off to sleep on the couch in 
the main room.

Having safely made sure that there would not be an 8-year-old girl 
rushing in and going "What are you sticking into Mystic Maya, Mr. Nick?  
Is it a sacred love ritual?", we retired to the bedroom.

Now, I know you're thinking, "And then they done sex."  But trust me, 
it wasn't that quick.  I mean, this isn't some dumb porn story.  Well, 
OK, yes it is.  But look, there was at least *something* that needed to 
be said.

So we talked about the last few days, and how scared we both were.  We 
also talked about how we realized over the course of that time what our 
real feelings were.  And Maya admitted that the reason that Pearls was 
convinced we were lovers was not just that she was constantly talking 
about me to her, which is what I had guessed, but that Pearls had 
caught Maya jilling herself off while screaming out my name, and was 
convinced that she was performing a sacred ritual to bind our souls.

And *then* we done sex.

Now, I'll be honest, it was not magical, true love, best sex ever right 
off the bat.  I had not actually gotten any since college, frankly, and 
I really didn't need to think about my college girlfriend right now.  
And Maya was still a virgin, and only eighteen at that.  (Yes, 
eighteen.  Screw you all, I slid in just under the gate, OK?)  So there 
were fireworks, but honestly, we needed some practice.

Luckily, that's just what we did.  And eventually, we both came to the 
conclusion (ha ha, shut up, leave the porn jokes to Maya) that, given 
enough time and effort, we were going to be really, *really* good at 
this.

Sometime during the night, we must have fallen asleep.  Frankly, I'm 
amazed we lasted as long as we did.  I'd gotten almost no sleep for the 
past three days, and Maya had just been damn near starved to death.  
It's a credit to our libidos that we got this far.

So I'm dozing, Maya draped on top of me, when I hear Pearls yelling at 
some other indistinct voice that we were absolutely not to be disturbed, 
and that the room was haunted by ghosts.

There was a fairly long pause, during which I debated getting up and 
trying to resolve the situation and deciding I was too cowardly, when 
the door burst open.

Instead of Pearls, or housekeeping, which was what I expected, there 
stood Edgeworth.  With that smirk of his.  That incredibly irritating, 
shit-eating, and drop dead gorgeous smirk.

What, you thought I was headed for some sort of "Look, I'm not gay" 
type of remark?  Not gonna happen.  Tied up in all of my feelings 
towards Edgeworth, all the betrayal and the jealousy and the admiration 
and especially the need to save him from what he had become, was a hell 
of a lot of wanting to throw him to the ground and fuck him senseless.

It didn't really detract from any of the love I had for Maya.  There's 
enough Phoenix for everyone, really.  Which was probably a good thing 
considering who was with Edgeworth.

It was Franziska "Whip me, beat me, make me write bad checks" Von 
Karma, and it looked as if Edgeworth had used the whip I gave him to 
whip some sense into her and drag her ass back here.  Excellent.

I looked over at Maya, as we'd never really gone into my whole 
Edgeworth obsession, or at least not the 'mmm, what a nice tight ass' 
part.  One look, though, told me I didn't really need to worry.  She 
was staring at Ms. Von Karma with a look that I was very familiar with.  
It was her 'burgers' look.

Of course, on their end the situation was reversed.  Franziska was 
managing to give me big puppy dog eyes and rub her whip against her 
thighs at the same time.  And Edgeworth was almost twitching as he 
stared at Maya's chest... okay, it's a small chest, but they're really 
nice tits anyway.  Size isn't everything, y'know?

Figuring I would be the one to interrupt this little staring at the 
buffet table moment, I cracked a grin.  The one Edgeworth hated, my 
"You seem to have forgotten something" smug grin.  I knew why he hated 
it, I practically stole it from him.

"Since this last case was a victory for all of us... care to join the 
celebration?"

Several hours later, and I was beginning to realize that my 25 year old 
body was not my 18 year old body.  I fell asleep again, leaving the 
others to keep doing whatever it was they were doing to me.

I woke up to a dark room.  What the hell, when had it become nighttime?  
Then I realized that at some point the shades had been drawn.  There 
was a shadow moving across the room, which I realized as my eyes 
adjusted was just a bellboy.  Probably cleaning the room or 
something...

...what the fuck was a bellboy doing cleaning the room?

Aw, shit.  Whatever happened to letting Maya go and leaving us the fuck 
alone?

He spotted me.  "Good evening, Mr. Wright," he said in a quiet voice.

I didn't need this.  I glared at him.

"You know, a few hours ago I had an incredibly hot girl riding my cock, 
with another one on my face, and I was jerking off my childhood crush.  
If you killed me now, you still could never, *ever* change that."

Yeah I know, what the fuck, right?  If I was going to go out, I wanted 
to tell someone about the awesomeness that was our orgy.

De Killer didn't even blink.  Pff.  Typical.  He probably has some 
weird assassin fetish, and doesn't even get off on normal things.

Right, like I'm one to talk.  Anyway...

He murmured quietly, "I could care less about any of your escapades, 
Mr. Wright.  I have nothing to do with you anymore, as I have already 
stated.  I merely need to finish my job."

Oh, right.  He was trying to kill Matt Engarde.

"Mr. Edgeworth has a keycard to the detention center.  I merely wish to 
borrow it for a moment."

You know, I spent the last three days learning about needing to seek 
the truth, no matter what the consequences.  I tried to frame an 
innocent woman, which would have gotten her killed, and Edgeworth 
showed me how wrong that was.  So really, since my morality had taken a 
giant step forward, I should have tried to stop this guy from going out 
and murdering a man.

But it was Matt Engarde, so fuck it.  I gestured towards Edgeworth's 
tossed-aside clothes.  "Knock yourself out."

He nodded silently, went over to grab the card, and started out.  As he 
left, I coughed, and he turned back to me.

"You know, in a way you owe me a favor.  After all, by letting you know 
about the videotape, I saved your career."  I gave a giant wiseass 
grin.

He sighed.  Sheesh.  Some people just have no sense of occasion.  "What 
do you want?"

"When you return the keycard, bring Adrian Andrews back with it."  I 
then recalled his Adrian-male problems.  "Blonde, glasses, hot, has the 
sexy librarian look down pat..."

He actually laughed at that.  Then he took off.  We'll see what happens 
there.

As frankly, I realized this was the tip of the iceberg.  I'd already 
gotten the two people who I was in love with into bed with me.  Plus 
Franziska, who frankly I could learn to love if she got over the whole 
"foolish fools who foolishly follow their foolish foolery" ways.  Which, 
by the way, she continued to do even while I was licking her to orgasm.  
Some women just have no appreciation for the finer arts.

But really, why stop here?  This was a celebratory orgy, so let's 
actually celebrate.

Two hours later, we were awake again, and doing what comes naturally.  
The door knocked,  I asked Maya to answer it, since I was a little 
occupied at the moment.

And there was our favorite blonde hottie (OK, our favorite blonde 
hottie who was legal), standing there holding a keycard and a 'deer 
caught in headlights' expression.  Was she worried about being out of 
jail?  I'm sure between them Edgeworth and Franziska could come up with 
a great excuse...

"I... I was told what was going on, but I honestly had no idea... 
I..."  She just stood there, like an imbecile.  Maya dragged her in, 
shutting the door before Pearls got an eyeful.

Adrian stood there, holding that book she never drops and fretting.  
"I... I appreciate everything you did for me... and I can see how I can 
show my gratitude... but I'm afraid I have still one more secret."

Oh, this should be good.  Hopefully it wouldn't require a Psyche-Lock 
battle, as the magatama was currently somewhere on the floor god knows 
where.

"You see... I'm gay."

...

What the fuck?

"We know," said Maya, Edgeworth, Franziska, and myself.  In unison.

She boggled.  "What?  But... how?  How could you possibly know?"

I sighed.  "Adrian, even the judge, a man so painfully stupid he cannot 
even understand the simplest metaphor, knows that you are gay.  You may 
as well be wearing a tattoo saying "LESBIAN" on your ass."

She clasped her hands down to grab said ass.  "How could you possibly 
know?  Celeste said it would be our little secret!"

Oh dear sweet merciful Christ.

Luckily, Franziska got up to stop this little comedy of errors.  She 
walked over to Adrian, leaned over, and whispered something in her ear.

Adrian then swallowed hard, and proceeded to do the fastest strip I 
have ever seen someone do.  She then arched her back and moaned as 
Franziska wrapped the whip gently around her neck and led her back to 
the bed.

No, we weren't allowed to have her.  Franziska made it clear this was a 
ladies only event between the two of them.  But that's OK, as Maya was 
more than willing to accommodate the two men in the room.

After another long period of time (look, the hours just run together in 
this sort of situation), my phone rings.  I groan and reach over to 
grab it from the nightstand.  "This had better be phenomenally 
important, or I will curse your soul to the pits of Hell."

A long pause followed.

"You really know how to hurt a guy."

Oh God, Gumshoe.  What now?

"Listen, I know that you guys are busy and all.  But... well, Mr. 
Edgeworth and Ms. Von Karma are there and all and... well, I mean, I've 
always admired them both so much..."

This was getting even better.  Gumshoe was begging to join our orgy.  
Oh, the others had to hear this one.

"So, who's up for Gumshoe jumping into our giant pile of sex?" I asked, 
suspecting I knew the answer.

Sure enough responses ranged from "Eeeewwww..." to "I've seen the man's 
greasy, grimy coat, I have no desire to see what's under it." to "The 
man has all the sexual allure of Peter Falk."  Adrian had a gag stuffed 
into her mouth and was currently on all fours with Franziska stroking 
her neck, but I imagine her response was similar.

"Sorry, Gumshoe, but I think we're already crowded as it is."

"Oh.  Oh well, that's OK, I understand.  I mean, it's completely 
understandable..."

Aw, jeez, I knew this would happen.

*click*

I hung my head.  Way to ruin an orgy mood, Gumshoe.

I then felt a tap on my shoulder.  "Give me your phone, Wright," he 
said.  Blinking, I handed it over.

He quickly dialed a number and spoke.  "Hello, Maggey?  This is 
Prosecutor Edgeworth.  How do you feel about Dick Gumshoe?  Oh really?  
Well, he in fact has a rather large crush on you, but is too shy to say 
so.  No, he'd never actually admit it of his own will.  I'm afraid 
you're going to have to seduce him.  Yes, now would be an excellent 
time.  He's currently quite depressed.  Yes, I can text you his 
address.  And don't be too shy yourself - Gumshoe likes strong, 
powerful people."

He then hung up and handed the phone back to me.  "Problem solved."

We then went back to our antics, though I was left wondering how on 
Earth Gumshoe knew what was going on in here...

A few hours later (we must be in Orgy Day Three by now), after a rather 
large dinner buffet followed by Dessert A La Andrews, things were once 
again quiet as various people were occupied with each other.  I was 
helping myself to a hot steaming Von Karma when I heard a voice next to 
my ear.

"I feel hurt that you didn't invite me, Phoenix."

Uh oh.

Yup, I knew that sexy voice.  The only reason I hadn't banged her till 
we both saw stars right after we had our first case is that she 
promptly got brutally murdered.

But it wasn't Mia's presence so much as the little curled braids on the 
top of her head that bothered me.  "So enlighten me as to what's been 
going on outside this room."

"Well, after Franziska and Edgeworth went in there, Pearl got curious.  
She was too scared to go into the room, so she channeled me.  Unlike 
Pearl, I am sexually aware, so I knew what was going on."

"Sort of guessed that," I said.

"I then started calling people."

"...I'm sorry?" I added.

"I started with Gumshoe, who was the most obvious.  Then there was the 
Berry Big Circus, but Regina was busy being sandwiched between Max and 
Ben, apparently..."

"She's fucking 16 years old!"

"Which doesn't stop most men and women from wanting to fuck her, I 
might add.  Including you."

Granted, but not going there.

"Then I realized that by the time I got everyone here, I might miss out 
on some myself.  And frankly, Phoenix, I really, really want you."  She 
tugged down her top, letting her magnificent breasts pop out.  Frankly, 
it didn't take much tugging.  That costume barely stops Mia busting out 
all over.

I had one last concern, though.

"Mia, you're currently channeling Pearl.  It's a strong channeling, 
right?"

"Of course.  The only one who could break it is Maya, who's right over 
there being screwed by Mr. Edgeworth."

"OK... and if you're coming and all, you're not going to lose control 
either... right?"

She smiled warmly.  "Right, Phoenix."

"Cause if I'm in the middle of something, and your pussy is wrapped 
around my cock, and suddenly I find an 8-year-old's pussy there, after 
I die, which would likely be very soon after that, I will make your 
afterlife an utter hell."

She laughed.  'Fear not, Phoenix.  Pearl's innocence will be safe.  She 
won't know any of this."

OK, now that I'd sorted that out... I hadn't eaten much fruit lately.  
Time for some melons...

Some time later, the six of us were all leaning up against the 
bedstead.  It's a good thing this was a honeymoon suite, let me tell 
you... though why they thought they needed a bed big enough for six 
is beyond me.

I think we were starting to wonder if we should move on with our lives.  
I mean, I don't think we were tired of sexing each other up, but... 
come on, we have jobs.

Which is likely why we all jumped when the window smashed and the 
drapes flew apart.

What in God's name was happening now?

Through the window flew Ema Skye, her glasses perched artfully across 
her head, her hands gripping a rope, and her sister Lana draped 
awkwardly across her shoulders.  She let go of the rope, landed, 
skidded, lost control, and slammed into the opposite wall, accidentally 
tossing Lana onto the bed right in the middle of our little group.

Which was fine with Lana, who was gaping.  "Mia... how..."

Mia answered by dragging Lana up to her face and initiating an 
incredibly hot kiss.

I turned back to Ema, who was dusting herself off.  "How the hell did 
you swing through that window?  We're on the 35th floor!"

She posed.  Oh please don't tell me...

"SCIENCE!"

Of course.

She then posed before the rest of us.  "Besides the obvious bonus of 
hot hot lesbian incest that I provide for you all..."

"Which we already had, thanks," Maya added snarkily.  She didn't seem 
to take to Ema; I wonder why.

"...I bring to you all the latest advances science has provided to 
stimulate and arouse!"  She reached over to grab a large bag, which I 
had somehow missed (where the hell did she put it when she came in?), 
and started pulling out a truly prodigious quantity of sex toys.  
"I've been waiting for a chance to test out all of these!  I mean, of 
course I can use them on myself, but that only goes so far.  And I 
really do need a real man to try out... my sis with a strap-on just 
isn't the same."

I raised a finger.  "Ema, while I appreciate your efforts, um..."

She didn't even pause, just handed me a piece of paper.  "18.  Last 
week."

Always thinking ahead.  I handed the certificate to Edgeworth.  "Have 
forensics test this to see if it's forged."

"Mr. Wright!"  Ema fumed.  Then flushed as she saw we were all smiling.  
Then went right back to pulling out more devices from her bag, which I 
swear was bigger inside then outside.

Finally, things wound down and people started to disperse.  Mia went 
off to de-channel and presumably leave behind a Pearl who wasn't sure 
why she was so tired; Edgeworth and Franziska escorted Ms. Andrews back 
to the Detention Center, after adding a nice leather choker with 
'property of Franziska Von Karma' to her wardrobe; and Ema and Lana 
presumably went off to have more hot lesbian incestuous sex.  Cause I 
hear it's all the rage.

That left me and Maya, still lying in bed.  She looked over at me.  "So 
what happens now?"

"Now, we go back to doing what we do best.  protecting the innocent 
from being wrongly accused, and trying to discover the truth."  I 
smiled.  "Only now when Pearl accuses us of being lovers, we don't have 
to get upset."

Maya giggled, then lay her head against my shoulder.  "Nick... I love 
you."

"I love you too, Maya."

Yeah, I know.  For an orgy fic, it's not the sort of ending you want.  
Well, fuck you.  Maya and I have been through so much shit together, if 
we want to say I love you after our bisexual orgy, then you're just 
going to have to accept it.

...

Did you really just shout objection?  Cause really, shut the fuck up.  
I mean it.

END